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Twenty Minutes 


He'd just heard someone shouting that they had thirty minutes before time to go on stage. The opening act 
wasn't doing much of anything out there--the first guys had been alright, but not so much these guys--and 
that only meant that the whole damn place was going to lose its collective mind when they finally came out. 
Sometimes, he still got nervous, and he took a deep breath--and a deep swig of the beer in his right hand. 
Just because a band had made it didn't mean that sometimes, they got nervous. 


"Hey. 


Oh, that voice. That wasn't the workers yelling at him to get on stage. It hadn't been twenty minutes yet. He 
smirked a bit as he looked up at the lanky figure of Andrew Demis Biersack. Vocalist for the band that was 
taking the world by storm. And the look that met him was just as cocky. But, the bassist was observant. He 
noticed that certain wither things were.. wroth noticing. Not that he pointed them out, no. He just took a drink 
of the beer. Well, he wanted to, but he found black painted nails were curling around the top of the can and 


removing it from his gloved hand. He wasn't sure why he felt like wearing those motorcycle gloves today, but 


sometimes, he did. 


"That's mine, was all the shorter male said. Sometimes, Andy still took his breath away. Just the sheer 
majesty that made up that skinny singer. Hell. He could observe from time to time. "Give it back, asshole." 


The adam's apple bobbed up and down (why was he staring at Andy's throat, anyway?) when he saw him 
swallow, and that made him swallow just a bit. They weren't subtle. Anyone on a bus with them new. But 
sometimes even he thought he was being too obvious. Noticing that another drink was taken--down, up--he 
pushed up to attempt to reclaim the tin can, his hands wrapping over Andy's. And then he saw that smirk. And 
he knew this is exactly what that lank bastard was planning, and he returned that little half grin, his short 
nails (bassit nails!) pushing into the skin on the back of the vocalists hand. 


"Take it from me." 


Hands were pushed away, interlocked, and some distant part of his heard the rest of the beer fall and spill. It 
didn't matter; they had a hell of a lot more where that came from. Someone else could clean it up. Perhaps 
they were getting to be spoiled rock stars, he didn't care. It didn't matter that here was beer on his two 
hundred dollar boots now. It mattered that the lips pushed against him tasted like beer and cigarettes, and it 
mattered that the cracked nail polish of the nails twisting into his hair was the same color as his own. The 
puddle of beer didn't matter. The taste of Andy did. The feel of that skinny body against his more muscular 
one. The height different. That mattered. 


The moan against his lips mattered. The need that he felt on the goosebumped skin of the vocalist mattered. 
And, Ashley knew, the observation he had made earlier when sitting in front of the singer mattered. (That 


observaion being, for the less obeservant, that the younger man had sauntered up to him with an erection) 


"Twenty minutes." That mattered, too. 


Hands moved down immediately and gripped rather roughly Andy's cock through his jeans and he heard a low 
growl come from him. Fuck, he loved those growls. It had taken him a while to be able to shrug their effects 
off, really; but when that skinny body, those muscles beneath flesh were pushed against him like that, it sent 
a shockwave through his body. The panted word between growls sounded vaguely like "bathroom," but he had a 
feeling they wouldn't make it there. There was not even time to undo buckles and zippers right now, as he 
stroked as best he could through pants. His own minimal satisfaction came from rutting against the other's 
thigh that had been roughtly shoved between his legs. Groans. Moans. Pants. It was a miricle nobody ran in 
here to make sure they weren't having a knock-down, drag-out as they were prone to--fighting or fucking, 
that was usually what happened between these two. And for a while, they were able to mask the fighting as 
fucking, but when poor Jake made the mistake of coming in under guise of breathing them up. Well, he didn't 


break them up, and he knew never to open closed doors again, really. Poor Jake. 


"Fuck--" that voice, that voice, that voice. "Fuck Ashley." Nails in hair. Grinding against a thigh that was 
between his legs. Groaning. It was strange to think that just this little bit of friction was sometimes all they 
needed. Well, there was more to it than friction There was nails in hair, there was breath on necks and lips, 
there was bodies. There was far more than just friction applied to their cocks, and that's why it work out the 
way it did 


"Fifteen minutes.” 


"Fuck," came Ashley's own muffled reply, speaking more to the holes in the shirt that barely hung off Andy's 
shoulder than to the man himself, his forehead pushed against it. It was a blessing that Andy was able to 
stand up on his own. He sure as hell wouldn't be able to. And he was likely the heavier of the two, what with 
the density of muscle and all that. "Andy." 


Time that had been dragging was now fast as hell; every heart beat seemed to be a minute to him and he 
refused to raise his eyes to look at the clock. No, he raised his eyes to watch the bobbing of the adam's apple 
as Andy swallowed. He counted the breaths and the heartbeats as he felt the leather material of the too-tight 
pants in his hands. He wanted to rip them off and give Andy a proper handjob, but time prevented that. But 
haggard breathing indicated he was going to probably get off anyway. 


Cigarettes. Beer and cigarettes conquered his senses again as lips crashed on hips. Beer, cigarettes, heat, nails, 


body, leather, fuck fuck-- 


"Five minutes." 


What happened to a ten minutes warning? 


Black Veil Brides! Black Veil Brides! came the chant from the crowd outside. 


Then he felt it. The weakness in Andy's knees as he whimpered, buckling against the bassist slightly. It was a 
miricle they didn't topple down to the floor. He was sure, positive the singer had just cum in his pants and it 
made him smirk. He was able to keep from straight up cumming. He'd take care of that later--or have a 


groupie do it. He was the ‘bad boy’ after all 


"Go, go!" he heard them shouting. Time to go on stage. Nails untangled from hair and he smoothed it down as 
they were ushered onstage, his bass handed to him, and he saw his singer awkwardly shift, pulling already 


stick underwear off his softening cock. 


Andy glared. 


Ashley smirked. 


